Superintendent asked, " What have you done for the
pyemia, doctor? The recovery is wonderful." The
husband said to his wife, " Please tell the Superintendent
the treatment I gave you/' The wife said, "Carminitive
mixture, most likely."

Just as there will be a faint smell of antiseptics like
Dettol about a doctor's person, there will be an atmos-
pftere, however imperceptable, of a hospital in the
doctor's household, more so if he lives in the premises
of his clinic. Most doctors children know, in a general
way, how an injection is given, the name and use of
various drugs such as penicillin, phenobarbitone, etc,,
and also a few details of common operations. Even
the children of the doctor sometimes play at "surgeons'"
-and "patients."

I once had a very nasty experience when my
nephews and nieces played at doing an operation. On
the previous day, I had operated on a carbuncle in my
clinic details about which they may have gathered from
my compounder or had a peep at it I was suddenly called
from a morning cinema show to treat one of my nephews
who was bleeding profusely. The youngest of my two
nephews, aged 8, took one of my razor blades and " ope-
rated" on his brother aged 10, for "carbuncle" on the
back, while his sister, aged 9, "chloroformed". The razor
blade being new and sharp, the patient felt scarcely any
pain when a gash was made in the skin of his back. But
the bleeding frightened the cc surgical team " into a shriek
which drew the attention of my wife and sister. When I
rushed to my house, I found a 4" cut in the back of the
poor boy, only the bone preventing the blade from cutting
deeper in some places and bleeding badly. I had to put
three or four sutures, to close the wound. That was a
lesson for me to keep the drugs, medicinal samples, and
knives and blades beyond the reach of the "surgical team'*
of nephews and nieces.
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